26            LIFE ON THE STAGE
in* fainter toward the ear. I'll paint you that way tonight on chance. You see my color is low on my cheek. Of course when you are making-up for a character part you go by a different rule, but when you are just trying to look pretty be guided by nature. Now------"
I felt the soft touch of the hare's foot on my burning cheeks; then she gave me a tooth-brush, which had black on it, and bade me draw it across my lashes. I did so and was surprised at the amount of powder it removed. She touched her little finger to some red pomade, and said: "Thrust out your under lip — no, not like a kiss—that makes creases — make a sulky lip — so!"
She touched my lip with her finger, then she drew back and laughed again, in a different way. She drew me to the glass, and said, " Look! "
I looked and cried: "Oh — oh! Mrs. Bradshaw, that girl doesn't look a bit like me — she's ever so much nicer!"
In that lesson on making-up was the beginning and the ending of my theatrical instruction. What I have learned since then has been by observation, study, and direct inquiry— but never by instruction, either free or paid for.
Now, while I was engaged to go on with the crowd, fate willed after all that I should have an independent entrance for my first appearance on the stage. The matter would be too trivial to mention were it not for the influence it had upon my future. One act of the play represented the back of a stage during a performance. The scenes were turned around with their unpainted sides to the public. The scene-shifters and gas-men were standing about — everything was going wrong. The manager was giving orders wildly, and then a dancer was late. She was called frantically and finally when she appeared on the run, the manager caught her by the shoulders, rushed her across the stage and fairly pitched her on the imaginary stage — to the great amusement of the audience.